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of interest. They hustle one another to look at her and gurgle with delight. Jean told me solemnly, " I have to leave her at home when I go with Mummy to the villages. They won't listen about Jesus for looking at Topsy."
Jean's great desire is to meet " someone white." Yesterday I saw a horseman approaching in European riding kit and a topi. " Look, Jean/' I said, " I believe that is an Englishman ; " but when he came'up to us and raised his topi with a flourish Jean said mournfully, "No, it's nobody white/' and I had to pick her up hurriedly in case she should say something more to hurt the poor Eurasian.
When we come in from our walk it is tiffin-time. After that the children are put to bed, and I sit in the verandah and write and rest. Did I say rest ? This is what goes on:
"O-liv-i-a! "
I go into the nursery, and Jean, very wide awake, demands a needle and thread, as she wants to sew a dress for Topsy. I tie a piece of thread into a large darning-needle and supply her with my handkerchief, which she proceeds to sew into a tight ball I return to my writing.
" Olivia I "
This time it is Robert.